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fond of animals," he exclaimed exultingly. "I caught this fellow
for you." Once I had a sudden longing for a little piece of
cheese. Such a thing never crossed our threshold, so Mahler
ran out at once to the largest dealer in cheeses he knew of and
bought an enormous wedgQ of strong Schwarzenberg cheese.
I never knew till then that so large a piece could be seen at one
time. As he would never carry anything in his hand he hung it
on a button of his overcoat and promptly forgot all about it. He
hurried along and the dangling cheese spread a pungent aroma
abroad. They were repairing a gas-main in the Walfischgasse
and, as there seemed to him to be a suffocating smell of gas, he
turned aside into the Ring; but still there was the noxious smell of
gas, and the faster he went the stronger it grew. At last he burst
into my room. Even there the smell pursued him. We burst out
laughing, and he was annoyed at first when we tried to persuade
him that he himself was the origin of it all. Then he laughed too.
Mahler was extremely susceptible to suggestion. If I had a
pain anywhere, he immediately had it too. He was also as
credulous as a child in such matters and never had the slightest
idea what did him good. He believed in any cure, whoever
recommended it, and no medicine came amiss to him. When we
moved from Auenbruggergasse, our large dining-table at its full
extent could scarcely accommodate all the medicaments he had
collected, and our friends were able to lay in a stock to last them
for years.
His sister once recommended unleavened bread, and it was
sent to him every three or four days to the TiroL I, of course,
had to eat it too and it lay like lead on my stomach. I endured in
silence. But one day I had spasms and could think of no cause
but this bread. Mahler was overjoyed. He jumped up and cried
out: "You can't bear it either? Thank God for that! It's given
me hell for the last week. We won't eat any more of it.55 We
stopped it at once.
It was often like that.
There was an entertaining episode at a dentist's: Mahler had
toothache, but was not sure which tooth ached. I had found it
for him, and I was sitting in the waiting-room, which was full of
people. Suddenly the door flew open and Mahler called out:
"Alma dear, which tooth is it actually that's aching?" He was
astonished when everyone laughed.
We saw more of him at home now than ever before. He could
scarcely bear to be parted from the children, and for each he had a